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Chats With the Editor 


The Man Who Didn't Look 
Like a Hero 


N 


To look at 
him, you would 
never have 
thought John 
Maynard was a 
hero. He certainly 
didn’t look like 

one. And he had 

a very ordinary 

7 | job, for he was 

pilot on the 

Ocean Queen, one of the many small pas- 

senger boats that used to take people across 
Lake Erie from Detroit to Buffalo. 

But something happened one day that 
proved he was a very extraordinary man, 
one of God’s true heroes. 

Smoke was seen rising from below decks, 
and the captain immediately sent the mate, 
Simpson, to investigate. Simpson returned 
in a few minutes with a pale face and re- 
ported, “The ship’s on fire, sir!” 

At once the captain ordered all hands to 
form a bucket brigade, and soon gallons of 
water were being dashed on the flames. But 
the fire increased till a great sheet of flame 
burst from the hold and clouds of smoke 
billowed heavenward. 

There were more than a hundred pas- 
sengers on board, and not a single lifeboat. 

“How far to land, sir?” someone asked 
the captain. 

“Seven miles to Buffalo,” the captain said. 

“How long will it take to get there?” 

“Forty-five minutes.” 

“Will we be burned up in that time?” 

“You will if you stand in the back of 
the boat,” the captain said. “Go up to the 
front where it’s safer.” 

The passengers and crew crowded the 
front of the vessel. But the wheel was in 
the back. John Maynard, the pilot, re- 
mained at the wheel. 
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The captain shouted through his trum- 
pet, “John Maynard!” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” 

“Are you at the helm?” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” 

“What direction are we going?” 

“East southeast, sir!” 

“Head her southeast and run her on 
shore!” 


John Maynard turned the wheel till ihe® @ 


ship headed southeast. 

Nearer to the shore she came, and still 
nearer. By this time the fire was a raging 
inferno. 

Again the captain called through his 
trumpet. 

“John Maynard!” 

“Aye, aye, sir!” The response was feeble 
this time. 

“Can you hold out another five minutes, 
John?” 

“By God’s help, sir, I will!” 

The old man’s hair was scorched from 
his head. One of his hands was swelled 
with blisters till he could no longer use it. 
He leaned a knee against a post and clung 
to the wheel. 

Five minutes later the ship ran onto the 
beach. Every man, woman, and child aboard 
escaped unhurt—except John Maynard, the 
pilot. Overcome with the pain and the 
smoke, he died at his post. It was the 
others on board who lived. 

There is another man who didn’t look 
like a hero. He is captain of the good ship 
Salvation, taking passengers from earth to 
the land of heaven. His name is Jesus, and 
the voyage is perilous in the extreme. Yet 
there are no lifeboats aboard. Only those 
who stay on the ship reach safety. For, as 
the Bible says, there is no other way under 
heaven given among men whereby we must 
be saved. 

So dangerous is the passage that at one 
point the Pilot’s life was threatened. Our 
Pilot stayed at His post, He gave up His life, 
to bring His passengers through. 

We all appreciate the sacrifice John May- 
nard made for the men and women on his 
boat. Surely we are grateful, too, for the 
sacrifice Jesus made for us. 


Your friend, 


wrbhettnce Wxesel 
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How Jean Got to Junior Camp 


By JOAN ROBINSON 


| WISH I could go to junior camp this 
summer,” said Jean to her best friend, 
Beth. 

“You mean you're not going?” Beth was 
alarmed. She and Jean had always done 
everything together from the time they 
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All the hard work of earning money was forgotten as 
Beth and Jean jumped into the swimming pool at camp. 


were five years old. For the past three years 
they had gone to junior camp together and 
had had so much fun. Swimming, hiking, 
crafts, everything was wonderful! 

“Mother says it’s impossible this year,” 
said Jean. “My grandfather has been sick, 
and daddy has been sending him money ev- 
ery week. Mother says she doesn’t see how 
we can possibly get $15.00 for camp fees 
plus $3.00 for crafts. Besides, I’d need two 
or three extra dresses.” 

“Oh, Jean,’ said Beth, utterly disap- 
pointed, “you've got to go.” 

The two girls walked along silently, kick- 
ing the pebbles on the path. They were 
each remembering what good times they 
had had in the past. On crisp mornings 
they had gathered around the fireplace in 
the lodge. The steaming oatmeal smelled 
so good, and the golden brown toast drip- 
ping with melted butter had tasted like 
nothing on earth. 

“I'm going to talk to daddy tonight,” said 
Beth. “Maybe he will have an idea. I've 
heard him say that sometimes children sell 
Life and Health magazines to earn their 
way to camp.” 

“Oh, but I could never sell enough,” said 
Jean. 

“I’m going to talk to daddy, anyway,” 
Beth answered. 

That evening at the dinner table, Beth 
told her father and mother all about Jean’s 
problem. “It just won’t seem right without 
Jean at camp,” she finished. 

“Well, other children sell Life and 
Health,” said daddy. “It seems to sell quite 
easily, and the profit is well worth the ef- 
fort. I don’t think Jean would have a hard 
time earning her camp expenses.” 

“In fact, if you both went out together, I 
think it would be fun,” said mother. “And 

To page 17 
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Terry’s chain reaction produced 


PANDEMONIUM PLUS 


By PEGGY HEWLETT 


MortHER was secretly very proud of her 
three children one particular night. 
Everything was peaceful upstairs while she 
was downstairs enjoying a visit with her 
neighbor, Betty. 

For many weeks, mother had been trying 
to teach Jo-Anne and Terry to go to bed 
quietly by themselves if she was too busy to 
help them. Jo-Anne was old enough to as- 
sist three-year-old Jeanne, and Terry could 
certainly manage to take care of himself— 
if he only would. 

But poor Terry seemed to be constantly 
engrossed in much weightier matters than 
going to bed—or any other routine chore, 
for that matter. These days the pressing 
problem was how to collect enough equip- 
ment to make a soap-box trolley, how many 
shells he had, and how many toy cars Allan 
wanted in exchange for his super box of 
water colors. 

So Terry’s mind was often carried away 
like thistledown on a mad October wind. 

Then, too, there was another side to 
Terry that frequently made mother cringe. 
Sheer disobedience, I guess you would call 
it. Flaunting all caution, he would merrily 
do his own will regardless of what mother 
said, and several times the consequences 
had been most painful to him. There was 
the time he broke his arm in the apple tree 
while teasing small Jeanne, and the day he 
stuck his hand in the washing machine 
wringer when he had been asked to wash a 
few dishes. And he never forgot that mem- 
orable Sunday when he sacrificed his front 
teeth while climbing a forbidden brick 


wall. Oh, yes! The list was long and pain- 
ful, but Terry had not yet learned that 
obedience really pays. 

This particular night, the neighbor had 
called in and mother asked the three chil- 
dren to run along upstairs and see how well 
they could do getting themselves ready for 
bed. 

Half an hour passed, three quarters of 
an hour. Everything was so peaceful and 
well-ordered that mother felt a glow of in- 
ner satisfaction, and relaxed happily in the 
knowledge that even Terry was finally tak- 
ing note of her ceaseless instructions. 

Alas! That hour of peace was the calm 
before the storm. Suddenly, overhead, pan- 
demonium broke loose. It is difficult to de- 
scribe the racket, except that it sounded 
like a wild bull in an orange crate, ac- 
companied by much wailing and shrieking. 

Taking the stairs two at a time, mother 
—followed closely by neighbor Betty—was 
soon standing in the bedroom doorway, fas- 
cinated and bewildered by the sight before 
her. 

Jo-Anne was sitting on her bed with her 
hands over her mouth and blood trickling 
between her fingers. Jeanne was screaming 
on the floor by her nursery chair with both 
hands over her nose. But Terry—ah, this 
was a picture to be remembered forever! 
Terry was galloping around the cluttered 
bedroom like an American Indian on the 
warpath holding his mouth and wailing like 
a prairie wolf! 

The doll’s house lay on the floor, flat as a 
dinner plate. 
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It took some sorting and questioning to 
unravel the mystery. Terry's disobedience 
this time had set off a chain reaction that 
surprised even himself. 

To his credit, it must be recorded that 
he had washed himself and put on his pa- 
jamas. Jo-Anne had gotten herself and_lit- 
tle Jeanne ready for bed. Then each child 
had become engrossed in something of in- 
terest. Jo-Anne got into bed and started 
sewing. Jeanne sat on the floor by her little 
chair, playing with a toy. Terry scouted 
around for new worlds to conquer. 

Suddenly he had spotted some things on 
top of the cupboard. Mother had put them 
there for a reason and had cautioned the 
children not to touch them. Here was a 
challenge that kindled Terry's imagination. 

Like a mountain goat, he scaled the chest 
of drawers, and from there stepped up on 
the fireplace mantel. Then it was just a lit- 
tle matter of reaching over to the top of the 
wardrobe. Out went his arm in a l-o-n-g 
reach. He didn’t quite make contact. Once 
more ought to do it. IT DID! Forgetting 
where he was standing and defying the laws 














of gravity, Terry stepped out into space. 

And right here the fun started! 

Terry went down like a wounded bird, 
landing partly on the doll’s house and partly 
on baby Jeanne. When the doll’s house col- 
lapsed, Terry sat full force on a multitude 
of little nails, business end up. He felt as if 
he’d been stung by fifty bees. His chin 
bounced off his knees, putting his teeth 
through his lip. His fall knocked Jeanne 
forward on the nursery chair, and for a 
while, mother thought her nose was broken. 

At the beginning of Terry’s rapid de- 
scent, Jo-Anne had looked up in time to see 
what was taking place. In a sudden lunge to 
drag Jeanne out of the way, she struck her 
mouth on her knees and cut her lower lip. 

When the dust settled and the wailing 
ceased, mother—holding an ice cube to 
Jeanne’s nose—prayed silently that this 


would be the final episode in Terry's long 
course of disobedience. 

Perhaps he had learned that wrongdoing 
sets up a reaction that affects and hurts oth- 
ers, as well as oneself. She hoped so, any- 
way. 
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Terry reached out. He couldn't quite make it. Perhaps if he stretched a little farther . 
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ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE 


Chapter IV: Twelve Cinnamon Rolls Turn Up Missing 


By MAVIS FINCH 


wae went smoothly for the junior-sen- 
ior banquet. Rivalry between the classes 
had run in high gear all through the school 
year, but now as the year drew to a close 
cooperation began to take the place of 
rivalry. The juniors seemed to become sud- 
denly aware that they would soon be enter- 
ing their last year of school, and the seniors 
began to sense that they would miss the 
students whom they had “looked down on” 
since their sophomore days. Now in the soft 
light and music of the banquet room, friend- 
ship pervaded the place like the fragrance 
of a rare perfume. Smiles wreathed every- 
one’s face, speeches were made and ap- 
plauded, and everyone felt that life was 
good. 

But there was a shadow hanging over 
the happy group. War was rearing its ugly 
head. Hitler’s desire for power was making 
terrible trouble in Europe, and he was point- 
ing his hideous finger at the United States. 
How long would America be able to stay 
out of the conflict? 

For several months Eloise slipped into 
Mrs. Ehrhardt’s room each day to listen to 
the news reports on the radio. At first she 
gave affairs in Europe very little thought. 
“It doesn’t concern me,” she said and went 
on about her work. But as the months slipped 
by, and the situation in Europe became 
more tense, she began to realize that per- 
haps it did concern her. 

What lay ahead? No one knew. But 
Eloise and many of her classmates did know 
that it was not a situation to be laughed 
about and forgotten. 
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However, they could not help hoping 
that war would not come. And like all 
young people since the beginning of time, 
they were able to find gaiety and laughter 
no matter what the morrow might bring. 

As the students laughed and joked and 
listened to the speeches that night at the 
banquet none of them knew that within 
a few months some of the boys in that 
room would be wearing uniforms, nor that 
two or three years hence almost every one 
of them would be serving his country. Nor 
did they know that Stephen and Henry 
would go away but would never come back. 

But time keeps moving on, and Eloise 
found that her work and classes and the 
many senior activities kept her more than 
busy. To top it all, an unhappy incident 
occurred. 

Mrs. Ehrhardt had always trusted Eloise 
with the keys to the pantry at breakfast 
time. Upon receiving the keys each morn- 
ing Eloise would open the pantries and 
take out the things needed for breakfast, 
then lock the doors and hang the keys on a 
nail next to the kitchen stove. Although 
she did not keep the keys on her person, as 
perhaps she should have done, they were 
always close by so that she could keep an 
eye on them. The only people in the kitchen 
in the early mornings were the four break- 
fast girls and the kitchen boy, besides the 
two dairy boys who brought the milk in 
from the barn and put it in the refrigerator 
and then left almost immediately. With so 
few people in the kitchen it hardly seemed 
necessary to keep close watch on the keys. 

















, 











But one morning a dozen cinnamon rolls 
disappeared from the pantry. Immediately 
Mrs. Ehrhardt accused Eloise of taking 
them. It was a stunning blow to Eloise, 
and she tried to establish her innocence, 
but Mrs. Ehrhardt would not believe her. 

“You had the keys,” she said. “Who else 
could have gotten into the pantry?” Mrs. 
Ehrhardt was very provoked. 

Several days went by while the incident 
weighed heavily on Eloise’s mind. To be 
accused of something she did not do was 
unbearably humiliating. Until this incident 
Mrs. Ehrhardt had trusted her completely, 
but now It just couldn’t be. How could 
Mrs. Ehrhardt make such an accusation? 
Surely she didn’t mean it. And what if the 
other students should learn about it? Would 
they believe her guilty? Such thoughts tor- 
mented her every moment of the day. 
Surely there must be some way to prove 
her innocence. 

Mrs. Ehrhardt refused to let Eloise have 
the keys any more. Before locking up the 
kitchen for the evening she would set out 
all the food needed for the next morning's 
breakfast. Then when Eloise went to Mrs. 
Ehrhardt’s room to get the keys she was 
given only one key, the one that opened 
the kitchen door. It was humiliating to stand 













there and watch Mrs. Ehrhardt remove that 
one key from the ring. 

But as the days went by no clues turned 
up as to who the culprit was, and the accusa- 
tion still stood firm. Time dragged heavily. 
If there were only some way to make Mrs. 
Ehrhardt understand that she did not take 
the cinnamon rolls, and that she did not 
know who had taken them. She was sure 
that she had locked the pantry that morning, 
and she couldn’t recall any time when she 
went out of the room long enough for some- 
one to have taken the keys from the nail 
and gotten away with the rolls. 

But the rolls were gone. Somebody had 
taken them. Eloise was tempted to talk to 
Mitch and the breakfast girls about it, but 
Mrs. Ehrhardt had asked her not to. At 
times she was sure the girls knew that the 
rolls were gone and that she had been ac- 
cused of taking them; at other times she 
doubted that they knew. 

The fourth morning since the disappear- 
ance of the rolls arrived. Wearily Eloise 
went to Mrs. Ehrhardt’s room to get the keys 
and the menu. Without saying a word Mrs. 
Ehrhardt handed her the whole ring of keys. 

“B-but,” Eloise stammered. 

“It’s all right,” Mrs. Ehrhardt said. “You 
didn’t take the rolls.” 

Relief flooded Eloise’s whole being, and 
she felt weak from the joy of it. 

“Who took them?” she asked eagerly. 

“I don’t know,” Mrs. Ehrhardt answered, 
“but Mitchell is very positive that you 
would not have taken them and I’m sure 
he is truthful.” 
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Someone had slipped in and taken the keys off the nail while Eloise was setting the tables. 
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“But, Mrs. Ehrhardt, I told you the truth 
too.” 

“I know, and I'm sorry that I accused you,” 
she said. Then she added, “You have always 
been trustworthy. I don’t know why I mis- 
judged you. After I talked with Mitchell I 
realized how wrong I was to accuse you.” 

Eloise smiled. Mitch. How thankful she 
was for his friendship. 

Several days later Mrs. Ehrhardt asked, 
“You want to know a secret?” 

“Sure,” Eloise answered. 

“Harry came to me this morning and con- 
fessed taking the rolls. He said he took the 
keys from the nail while you girls were 
putting the milk pitchers and butter dishes 
on the tables in the dining room. Mitch had 
finished his work and gone back to the 
dormitory.” 

Harry was one of the dairy boys. He was 
a likable boy with a hearty laugh and a 
quick wit. And he must have been able to 
move with the swiftness of a deer, too. 
Eloise has never ceased to wonder how he 
was able to go into the pantry, take the 
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rolls, and get the keys back on the nail with- 
out any of the girls knowing about it. 


Eloise raced up the stairs and down the 
hall toward her room. There were a few 
minutes yet before the supper bell should 
ring, and she wanted to polish her shoes 
before going to the dining room. 

Upon opening her door she found the 
room filled with girls, and they were all 
chattering so earnestly they did not at first 
notice her. After a moment she spoke, 
loudly so as to be heard. 

“What's the occasion? Somebody's birth- 
day?” 

“Oh, hi,” Christine acknowledged. “I got 
a package from mother today, and everyone 
came in to see my new clothes.” 

“And isn’t this blouse just precious?” 
Dora Lee lifted the blouse from its tissue- 
paper wrapping. “I’m jealous of you, Chris- 
tine,” she added, in a mocking pout. “No- 
body ever sends me pretty clothes.” 

“You just wait,” Patty retorted. “You'll 

To page 17 























Famous American Flags—No. 3 


Cannon Shot 


By EVERETT 


T WAS shortly after four o'clock in the 

morning—about half an hour past, to be 
exact. Night was giving way to dawn. Far 
out over the Atlantic the sky was changing 
into those colors that herald the rising of 
the sun. Waves were lapping gently against 
the shore, the wind was calm. Sea _ birds 
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Nine times the flagpole was hit in vain. The tenth 
time it snapped, and the flag fell to the ground. 


in the Night 


E. DUNCAN 


chirped softly on their perches, not yet wide 
enough awake to fly. 

Suddenly there was a flash and an explo- 
sion. A cannon ball fired from the guns of 
Fort Johnson crashed against the defenses 
of Fort Sumter. 

America’s Civil War was on! 

For years there had been rivalry between 
the Northern and the Southern States. On 
April 12, 1861, at 4:30 in the morning, 
fighting began. 

Nothing much happened for several 
hours after that first shot was fired, but by 
midmorning the battle was going in earnest. 
Crowds from Charleston gathered on the 
wharfs to watch. Within Sumter, Maj. 
Robert Anderson and his 128 men put up 
a brave but losing struggle. Even before 
hostilities began, they were nearly out of 
food and ammunition. They knew they 
could hold out for only a few hours. 

Exploding shells scattered brick and 
stones in all directions. Soon the barracks 
were ablaze. Men were stifled with fumes 
and acrid smoke. They covered their faces 
with wet cloths to keep from suffocating. 
A magazine of ammunition exploded, and 
black clouds billowed through the buildings. 
Beams fell noisily. Gusts of wind tossed 
the smoke aside for a moment—and the 
Union flag was still proudly snapping in 
the wind, unscathed! 

The battle lasted thirty-four hours. The 
flagstaff was struck nine times. The tenth 
time it fell. Lieutenant Hall dashed through 
the flames to rescue the flag. After a while 
he and several men succeeded in raising it 
aloft again. But in the meantime the Con- 
federates thought the fort had surrendered. 
General Beauregard, commander of Fort 
Johnson, sent a truce party to negotiate. 


To page 15 
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Kathy Roller Skates 
to Happiness 


By JEANNE RIEDERER LARSON 


or could hardly wait until Sunday. 
Her Sabbath school division was going 
roller skating in the gym, and parents and 
friends were invited to join the party. Even 
if you did not have your own skates, you 
could rent some for fifteen cents, and for 
ten cents more you could skate for three 
hours! 

No one else seemed as excited as Kathy. 
But of course this was the first time she had 
ever been to a roller-skating party. 

Sunday afternoon finally came, and Kathy 
was one of the first to line up at the gym 
entrance. 

“What size?” asked the man in charge 
of the skates. 

“Small, I guess,” said Kathy, so excited 
she could hardly talk. 


“Here, I think these will fit.” The man- 


handed over a pair, and Kathy paid her 
money. Yes, the skates did fit, and in just a 
few moments she was wobbling out on the 
slick floor. At first she could hardly stay up, 
but soon it was easy. It was much more fun 
than skating on the rough sidewalks where 
she had skated before. Around and around 
the gym she skated, hardly noticing the other 
skaters gliding by. 

Each time Kathy passed the entrance it 
seemed that more boys and girls were com- 
ing. There was Norma Sue! She hadn’t been 
to Sabbath school for a long time, yet here 
she was at the skating party. Kathy glided 
over to say Hello. 

There was Becky! Becky lived ‘way out 
in the country and thought she would not 
be able to come—but her mother had 
brought in a big carload of skaters. And 
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there was that new family from Aimsley! 
Oh, this was really going to be a wonderful 
skating party. 

But just then a sickening thought flashed 
through Kathy’s mind. What a long line 
of people there was at the window waiting 
to rent skates! She knew, just looking at 
them, there would never be enough skates 
to go around. 

Sure enough. She saw Mr. Richards, the 
leader, skate to the middle of the floor, blow 
his whistle, and hold up his arm for silence. 

“We have a problem,” Mr. Richards said. 
“We have more people than we expected, 
and we are happy for that. But we do not 
have enough skates. We would appreciate 
it if some of you who have had a chance to 
skate would share your skates with someone 
who has not had a chance. We especially 
need the small sizes.” 

Kathy felt sick all over. She had skated 
only thirty minutes. She wanted to skate 
three hours. She tried not to look at the 
entrance, where so many people were wait- 
ing. She knew, though, how she would feel 
if she were standing there. 

Kathy also knew what she should do—so 
she did it. Within two minutes another 
girl, just her size, was happily skating on 
the slick gym floor with Kathy’s skates. Even 
though Kathy felt bad in a way, she felt 
good, too. She stood with her back to the 
wall and watched the skaters—and she was 
glad that she had shared. 

Thirty minutes went by quite fast, and 
then someone gave Kathy a pair of skates. 
But when she looked at the entrance she 
saw more boys and girls who had not yet 
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skated. The leaders were trying to make 
everyone happy, but she could see they were 
worried. Kathy handed her skates over and 
stepped back to the wall. This time she 
felt good just a little bit. Inside her tummy 
felt knotty, and her eyeballs were hot and 
dry. 
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“You can have my skates, Marybeth,” Kathy said. 
Then she couldn’t hold back the tears. Three times 
she had given up her skates during that one afternoon. 


Around and around the gym the skaters 
whizzed. There was “boys only.” Then “girls 
only.” Then “pairs,” “trios,” and “all skate.” 
Time went by very slowly now. The en- 
trance way was empty at last. Everyone had 
had a chance, and some of the ones who had 
arrived first were leaving. There was still 
one hour left, and Kathy kept hoping some- 
one would offer her some skates. 

“Hey, Kathy, I’m leaving—do you want 
my skates?” It was Betty Lou. Betty Lou 
had to go home early, for her family was 
going out for dinner. Kathy was just de- 
lighted. Of course, she wanted the skates! 
But even as she took them she saw a forlorn 
figure sitting on a bench in the far corner. 
It was Marybeth. And she seemed so un- 
happy. Kathy hardly knew Marybeth, but 
she remembered hearing about some acci- 
dent to someone in Marybeth’s family. No 
wonder Marybeth looked sad. She'd better 
at least say Hello to her. 

Holding one skate in each hand, Kathy 
hurried over to the corner. “Hi,” she shouted, 
trying to make herself heard above the 
racket. 

“Hi,” Marybeth said unhappily. 

“Have you skated yet?” Kathy asked. 

“No,” answered the unhappy girl. Kathy 
had to lean way down to hear her. “I came 
late and there weren't any skates. I went out 
and played on the swings hoping I could 
have some later, but there still aren’t any. 
I won't get a chance to skate at all.” 

“Oh, sure you will,” said Kathy, hardly 
realizing what she was saying. “Here’s a 
pair just your size. There is still almost an 
hour. I'll help you put them on.” 

After the skates were adjusted and Mary- 
beth was gliding over the floor, Kathy sat 
and tried to smile brightly. 

“I'm not going to cry. I’m just not,” she 
said firmly. But she couldn't help it. Tears 
rolled down her cheeks and her throat choked 
up. She turned quickly and ran to the rest- 
room before anyone could see her. What 
good did it do to share if you cried about 
it afterward? But still the tears came rolling. 

The door opened softly and Mrs. Lawson, 
the junior division leader, tiptoed in. Kathy 
began to get a drink so Mrs. Lawson would 
not see her red eyes. 

“Kathy,” said Mrs. Lawson, “what are 
you doing here?” 

“I’m, I'm, I'm ” Kathy couldn’t an- 
swer. She burst out crying right in front of 

To page 16 
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THE WOLVES 


and the Circle of Light @ @ 


By DOROTHY ROSE 


_ was only one topic 
of conversation in the little 
mountain hamlet. 

“The Jlobos are coming 
down from the mountains in 
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vs packs.” 

Vue. “We all try to be inside 
; after dark, because of the 

Pedrito 


lobos.” 

“Did you hear about the two policemen 
the lobos attacked last year?” 

“I lost some cows to the Jobos right here 
in the village.” 

“The lobos ... the lobos...” 

So it went. In the bus, in the stores, at the 
bus stations, and in the rooming houses— 
Pedrito heard little groups talking about 
the Jobos, which is the Spanish word for 
wolves! 

But Pedrito couldn’t let that kind of talk 
frighten him, because he is a colporteur. 
His work took him through all the moun- 
tain villages that cold, snowy winter. 

And it was just because of that cold and 
snow in the mountains that the wolves 
came down from their highland hunting 
ground to look for easier prey near the vil- 
lages. 

One afternoon when Pedrito arrived at a 
village in the foothills of these mountains, 
he asked if there was bus service to San 
Carlos, the next village a couple of miles 
farther on. 

“No. This is the end of the line,” the 
ticket agent said. 

A bystander said, “I wouldn’t want to be 
on the road between here and San Carlos 
after dark. The Jobos follow the valley right 


12 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


down that road and on to the fields.” 

“Yes,” added another. “I always arrange 
my work so that I'll be off that road well 
before nightfall.” 

“You may be sure I do, too,” said a cart 
driver. “I make it a point to finish my 
hauls early. My mules would make good 
eating for the /obos.” 

In Pedrito’s country the farmers live in 
villages and go out during the day to work 
their fields, coming back to their homes at 
night. Because of this, there are no farm- 
houses between villages, and the roads are 
lonely. 

Pedrito found a cheap rooming house 
where he stayed overnight. He decided he 
would get up early in the morning, walk 
to San Carlos, canvass its few business 
places and shops, and return before night- 
fall. With this in mind, he paid for his 
night’s lodging and also for the next night's 
stay, and leaving his suitcase in the room, 
he took only his brief case containing his 
books and a flashlight. 

When he reached San Carlos, he went 
from store to store, telling people about his 
health books. But, as often happens to col- 
porteurs, he was detained here and there. 
At one place the man asked him a lot of 
questions. At another, he had to wait while 
the grocer finished waiting on some cus- 
tomers; at the milk store the lady was re- 
minded of her aunt’s operation when she 
saw a picture in the doctor book, and she 
told him all about it. So the afternoon 
passed quickly, and before Pedrito realized 
it, the sun had sunk behind the mountains. 

“What shall I do?” he thought. “Should I 








try to go back along that dangerous road at 
night? 

“But,” he reasoned, “I have my room paid 
for in the other village. It’s only a couple of 
miles, and if it gets too dark before I ar- 
rive, I can use my flashlight. Surely the 
wolves don’t come down in the early part of 
the night.” He tried hard to reassure him- 
self. “I have my guardian angel with me, 
don’t 1?” 

He started out. The light still glowed be- 
hind the snowy mountains, and he thought 
of the text, “I will lift up mine eyes unto the 
hills...” 

Night descended more quickly, though, 
than he had expected, for the sky was 
cloudy. Soon the countryside was so dark he 
could hardly see where he was going. Not 


only was the road muddy but also there 
were puddles of water to avoid. 

“Now is the time for my flashlight,” he 
thought, and getting it out of his bag, he 
pushed the switch. Nothing happened! He 
remembered that the flashlight had gotten 
slightly wet in the recent rains. The bat- 
teries had evidently been spoiled. 

This was a shock, but he continued on 
his way as best he could. The night seemed 
especially dark. Not even a star was shining. 
It was impossible to see the road. 

Suddenly all the stories he had heard 
about the /obos crowded into his mind. It 
was hard not to think of them. A young 
man who had sat next to him on the bus 
had told him of some experiences he had 
had with the wolves. 
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Pedrito prayed God to protect him from the wolves. Just then a mysterious circle of light shone ahead. 
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“I was walking along the road between 
two villages,” he had begun, “on the way to 
visit some friends. Dusk fell before I quite 
reached my destination. I began to think of 
the Jobos and felt for the light I always 
carry, but found that I didn’t have it with 
me.” The man had seemed excited as he re- 
called his adventure. “I was only a quarter 
of a mile from the outskirts of town when I 
caught sight of a Jobo looking down on me 
from a high bank above the road. I began 
to whistle so the wolf wouldn’t think I had 
seen him, but a quick glance told me that 
he had disappeared. Thinking he had gone 
to call the rest of the pack, I began to run 
for my life in order to reach the village be- 
fore they could surround me.” The man 
breathed deeply as he continued: “Just at 
the turn that led into the village, I came 
face to face with the wolf, standing in the 
middle of the road. When I stopped he 
backed off. I shouted with all my might 
to my friends who lived in one of the near- 
est houses, ‘Juan! Antonio! Lobo!’” 

Then the man added with satisfaction, 
“My friends came running out with their 
guns and carefully taking aim, began to 
shoot. They wounded the wolf, and he fled. 
I never had such a fright in my life.” 

Then he went on to tell how that night 
the whole pack came up to the village. A 
dog ran out to chase them off, but the 
wolves killed the dog and went on to at- 
tack the cattle. The men were awakened by 
the noise and rushed out with their guns. 
In the battle that followed, they killed six or 
seven of the Jobos. 

That story was frightening enough, but 
there was another, even worse, that now in- 
truded itself into Pedrito’s thoughts. 

There had been two policemen guarding 
a lonely mountain crossroads the winter be- 
fore. A pack of wolves attacked them, and 
they used up all of their bullets firing at 
them, but the wolves still came on. Their 
faithful police dog did his best, fighting the 
wolves off until he was so badly wounded 
that he fled back to the police station, thus 
giving the alarm. A patrol went out to res- 
cue the two men, but arrived too late, for 
the guards had already been killed by the 
pack. 

Pedrito resolutely pushed these thoughts 
from his mind and prayed silently as he 
stumbled along. He preferred to think of 
. the time when he was walking down a long 
stretch of straight road and saw a man ap- 
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proaching. When the man came close, he 
asked Pedrito, “Where is your companion?” 

“My companion?” replied Pedrito. 
“What do you mean? I am traveling alone.” 

“But I saw a tall man walking beside 
you wearing a white suit.” 

Pedrito was still dubious, but the man in- 
sisted so much that the colporteur began 
to wonder. Perhaps it was true that he had 
seen someone. 

“You may be right,” he replied finally. 
“God’s children always have someone with 
them, though their companions are not al- 
ways visible.” 

Remembering this experience, Pedrito 
took comfort because he knew surely that 
he had an angel with him now. He thought 
again of the Psalm: “I will lift up mine 
eyes unto the hills... . My help cometh 
from the Lord.” And he prayed, “Lord, now 
is when I need help. If I could only see 
enough so that I wouldn’t lose my way.” 

He looked up, and to his surprise there 
was a little circle of light about fifty feet 
ahead. He turned around to see if a car was 
coming. No, there was nothing; it was as 
dark as pitch behind and at the sides. He 
looked up to see if the sky had cleared and 
the moon was shining through, but the 
sky was as black as ink. Ahead, though, 
there was still that glow, just enough to fol- 
low the track and to show up the puddles. 
Suddenly he realized that the Lord was an- 
swering his prayer! A thrill ran up his 
spine, and taking heart, he pushed on. 

Before long he heard behind him the 
sound of an approaching cart and team 
coming very fast. He hardly had time to 
think when the cart overtook him. 

He shouted to the man as the four-horse 
team clattered rapidly past, “Stop, Sefior! 
May I ride with you?” At once the man be- 
gan to rein in his horses and stopped some 
twenty yards beyond. 

“Come on, get in!” shouted the driver. 
Pedrito ran quickly and climbed into the 
wagon. At once the driver sent his team 
galloping off with the crack of his whip. 
Then he turned to look at Pedrito by the 
light of the dim lantern he carried. 

“Who are you? How did you know my 
name?” he questioned. 

“I don’t know your name,” said Pedrito. 

“But I heard you call, ‘Sefior Garcia’; if 
you hadn’t called my name I certainly 
wouldn’t have stopped.” 

Then Pedrito told Sefior Garcia who he 
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was, that he sold health books, that night 
had overtaken him on his way back to his 
rooming house, and how thankful he was 
that the man had picked him up. The 
driver seemed to be convinced by Pedrito’s 
friendliness and his small size that he 
meant no harm. 

“I want to tell you, I surely wouldn't 
have stopped, though, if I hadn’t heard my 
name, not after what happened on this 
road recently. I was going even faster right 
where you were because it seemed I could 
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A WALK WITH JESUS 


By GLORIA BOCCHECIAMP 


Enoch walked with Jesus 
Many years ago. 

1 want to walk with Jesus, 
Because | love Him so. 


I'll leave my heart wide open, 
So He may enter in, 

Then close the door forever, 
To keep out every sin. 
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see better. I could even see your outline. I 
wonder why that was?” he questioned, 
keeping his eyes on the road and trying to 
see his way. Then he went on. “But let me 
tell you why I don’t stop for anyone.” 
Then the teamster told the story—but this 
time it wasn’t about wolves. 

“There were two policemen driving a 
truck along this very road guarding a hun- 
dred thousand dollars. Of course, normaily, 
they don’t stop to pick up anyone, but this 
time there were two priests asking for a 


tide. They were dressed in long black robes 
and flat hats. Since the policemen trusted 
these religious men, they were willing to 
give them a lift.” The teamster was shout- 
ing so that Pedrito could hear above the 
noise of the cart. “Soon the real character of 
the men became apparent. They proved to 
be robbers posing as priests, for they 
stopped the guards at the point of a gun, 
took the money, and fled.” The rays of the 
lantern lighted up the serious expression on 
the man’s face as he added, “The police 
have been looking for them ever since, but 
they are still at large. You can understand 
now why I don’t want to pick up stran- 
gers.” 

Pedrito could see that there was a double 
reason to shun that road at night. 

Soon they arrived at the village where 
Pedrito had his room, and the driver 
stopped his horses in front of the rooming 
house and let Pedrito off. With a friendly 
wave, the man went on down the cobbled 
street to his own home. 

After Pedrito had eaten he went to his 
room and knelt in thankfulness to the Lord 
for the two miracles he had experienced 
that night—first, that the Lord had sent 
him the glow of light, and second, that He 
had made the teamster hear his own name. 
Then he repeated again his favorite text, “I 
will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from 
whence cometh my help. My help cometh 
from the Lord, which made heaven and 
earth” (Ps. 121:1, 2). 


Cannon Shot in the Night 
From page 9 


Fort Sumter was almost completely out 
of supplies now, and Major Anderson saw 
that further defense was useless. He surren- 
dered the fort, but not the Union flag. As he 
and his men carried “Old Glory” out of the 
burning fort, they honored it with a fifty- 
gun salute. 

General Beauregard raised the Confeder- 
ate flag on a new flagstaff, and the Con- 
federates were in command of the fort until 
nearly the close of the war. 

Before the war was over, the Northern 
forces recaptured Fort Sumter. President 
Lincoln asked Major Anderson (now a gen- 
eral) to raise the very same Union flag he 
and his men had carried from the fort four 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


lf you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Sheila Poe, age 13. 320 East Avenue, Benton, 
Arkansas, U.S.A. Reading, cooking, sewing. 


Pat Pifer, age 11. 3213 E. Tecumseh, Tulsa 10, 
Oklahoma, U.S.A. Roller skating, stamps, sewing. 

Wanda Jane Pifer, age 11. 3213 E. Tecumseh, 
Tulsa 10, Oklahoma, U.S.A. Biking, reading, baby- 
sitting. 

Ruth Lewis, age 12. 1472 E. 111 Street, Los 
Angeles 59, California, U.S.A. Sewing, singing, math, 
science. 

Kwang-Sung Pak, 181-3, 2 Dong, Chungkyangki, 
Dong Dae Mun-Ku, Seoul, Korea. Invites all juniors 
to join the Korean Pen Pal Club. 

Bonnie Lambing, age 13. 352 Newell Street, 
Barberton, Ohio, U.S.A. Swimming, coins. 

James Bruce, age 11. 164-2 Onden 3 chome, 
Shibuya-ku, Tokyo, Japan. Stamps, photography. 

Ivan Bauer, age 14. Oneida, Kentucky, U.S.A. 
Stamps, reading, bee-keeping, hiking. 

Thelma A. Melocoton, age 15. Bonifacio Street, 
Arevalo, Iloilo City, Philippine Islands. Sports, read- 
ing. 

Vivian Montgomery, age 13. Route 4, Box 327, 


Battle Creek, Michigan, U.S.A. Music, skating, read- 
ing, camping, biking, swimming. 


Tena Katina, Primary J School, Pastrol Post Henga- 
nofi, Via Goroka, Eastern Highland, New Guinea. 
Billy Katina, Primary J School, Pastrol Post Henga- 
nofi, Via Goroka, Eastern Highland, New Guinea. 
Agnes Bore, Primary ] School, Pastrol Post Henga- 
nofi, Via Goroka, Eastern Highland, New Guinea. 
Susan Collins, 388 W. Clayton, Fresno 6, Cali- 





fornia, U.S.A. Sw g, camping, skating, biking. 
Lorelei Herman, age 11. Peoria, Alberta, Canada. 
Collecting pictures of royalty, fossils, baking, piano. 
Dorothy Kettner, age 13. Box 610, Williams Lake, 
British Columbia, Canada. Skating, baseball, piano, 
reading, stamps. 
Cissy Kirkman, age 14. 741 
Shafter, California, U.S.A. 
Sharren Sammons, age 15. Route 1, 
Shafter, California, U.S.A. 


Cathy Vanhoose, age 12. Box 503, Eagletown, 


Lerdo Highway, 


Box 164, 


Oklahoma, U.S.A. Stamps, music, cooking, shells. 
Eugene Vanhoose, age 13. Box 503, Eagletown, 
— U.S.A. Stamps, shells, music, basket- 
all. 
Tommy Vanhoose, age 14. Box 503, Eagletown, 
= U.S.A. Stamps, shells, biking, riding 
orses. 


Barbara Hodapp, age 12. Route 4, Mankato, 
Minnesota, U.S.A. Post cards, small knicknacks, 
photos, cooking. 


Diane Truebenbach, age 12. Route 1, Mankato, 
Minnesota, U.S.A. Horse and dog figurines, swim- 
ming, cooking. 








years earlier. It was a touching moment, and 
as the Stars and Stripes once again proudly 
waved over Sumter the band played “The 
Star-Spangled Banner.” A salute was fired 
by Sumter’s guns, and was answered by the 
guns of every fort and battery that had fired 
on the fort during the war. 

A few years later, when General Ander- 
son died, he was buried at West Point. He 
was carried to his grave wrapped in the 
flag he had so bravely defended at Sumpter. 
Later, the flag was presented by his wife to 
the War Department. 


Kathy Roller Skates to Happiness 
From page 11 


Mrs. Lawson. “Oh, I’m sorry I'm crying. I 
really want to share. I don’t mind not skat- 
ing.” She tried to explain, but she was too 
choked up. 

“Kathy, I've seen you give up your skates 
three times,” Mrs. Lawson said. “I feel bad, 
too, that there aren’t enough skates. But 
don’t you feel bad about crying, Kathy. 
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Jesus is very happy to know that you have 
been so unselfish, even though it hurts.” 

Kathy was surprised to see tears in Mrs. 
Lawson’s eyes. “Come, let’s dry our tears, 
Kathy. There is still thirty minutes, and 
maybe by now another pair has been turned 
in. 

Kathy wiped her eyes with a cold wet 
towel. Then she walked out onto the gym 
floor with Mrs. Lawson. “I’m leaving early,” 
someone called. “Anyone want my skates?” 

“I should say so, and thank you very 
much,” Mrs. Lawson said. She helped fasten 
the skates onto Kathy’s saddle shoes, and 
once again Kathy was skating. Round and 
round and round she went—having a won- 
derful time. Everyone had had a chance— 
everyone who wanted to skate was skating. 
It really was a wonderful party! 

Kathy's throat did not feel choked up any 
more, nor did her eyeballs feel hot and dry. 
She was gloriously happy, skating in and 
out among the others. “Hi, Marybeth!” she 
called sailing by. Now she knew what it 
meant to be really happy. It’s something 
that happens when you make someone else 
happy first! 














How Jean Got to Junior Camp 
From page 3 


really, Beth,’ mother added with a smile, 
“your daddy and I wouldn't object at all if 
you earned your way to camp too.” 

“I could take you out in the car after 
work,” said daddy. “You could begin your 
campaign though, by selling here in the 
neighborhood.” 

So the fun began. The first day the girls 
were apprehensive. It took quite a while 
for Beth to get up enough courage to ring 
the first doorbell. But it was so encourag- 
ing when one lady gave her a dollar bill 
and told her to keep the change. Ringing 
doorbells soon became exciting. 

That first day, Jean and Beth were eager 
to get home, to find out how much money 
they had made. They counted the leftover 
magazines and then discovered they each 
had more than a dollar in tips. 

“I’m going to save my tips,” said Jean. 
“Maybe I can save up enough in tips to get 
a new dress.” 

“Remember to take out your tithe,” ad- 
monished Beth. 

“Oh, I will,” said Jean. 

The days went by so fast, and the girls 
had so much fun that, before they realized 
it, camp was only a week away. 

Jean and Beth each had a big jar for tips. 
They kept them in the cupboard at Beth’s 
house. Every evening when they came 
home, they would add a little more to the 
collection. Sometimes it was only twenty- 
five cents and sometimes it was a dollar or 
more. But when the time came to count it, 
they both found they had almost twenty dol- 
lars in tips alone. 

“God really has taken care of us and 
blessed us, hasn’t He, Jean?” said Beth. 

“He certainly has. Besides, think of all 
the people that will enjoy Life and Health 
magazine. One lady liked it so much, she 
even bought a subscription from me!” 

“Oh, you lucky thing, Jean!” said Beth. 
“No wonder you sold more magazines than 
I did today. There’s as much profit on a 
subscription as there is on ten magazines.” 

Jean laughed. “It got hot, didn’t it?” 

“It surely did. I asked one lady for a 
drink of water. She was so nice, she 
brought me lemonade.” 

The day Jean sold only one magazine 
was a discouraging experience. Beth had her 


bad days too. 


Memory Verses for the Third 
Quarter 


1. “If ye will obey my voice indeed, and keep my 
covenant, then ye shall be a peculiar treasure unto 
me above all people” (Ex. 19:5). 

2. “Let us hear the conclusion of the whole mat- 
ter: Fear God, and keep his commandments: for this 
is the whole duty of man” (Eccl. 12:13). 

3. “O come, let us worship and bow down: let us 
kneel before the Lord our maker” (Ps. 95:6). 

4. “God is a Spirit: and they that worship him 
must worship him in spirit and in truth” (John 4:24). 

5. “Give unto the Lord the glory due unto his 
name; worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness” 
(Ps. 29:2). 

6. “The sabbath was made for man, and not man 
for the sabbath” (Mark 2:27). 

7. “Children, obey your parents in the Lord: for 
this is right” (Eph. 6:1). 

8. “Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, 
do good to them that hate you, and pray for them 
which despitefully use you, and persecute you” 
(Matt. 5:44). 

9. “Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall 
see God” (Matt. 5:8). 

10. “Let us walk honestly, as in the day” (Rom. 
13:13) 


11. “Lying lips are abomination to the Lord: but 
they that deal truly are his delight” (Prov. 12:22). 

12. “Godliness with contentment is great gain” 
(1 Tim. 6:6). 

13. “A new commandment | give unto you, That 
ye love one another; as | have loved you, that ye also 
love one another” (John 13:34). 








“It’s to be expected,” consoled mother. 
“Tomorrow will be a better day.” 

And it always was. The best day of all 
though, was the day that Beth’s daddy 
packed the station wagon with pillows, 
blankets, and suitcases and headed up 
Route 40 to summer camp. 

All the hot, thirsty days and all the dis- 
couraging experiences were forgotten. As 
Beth and Jean jumped into the cool, spar- 
kling swimming pool, the only thoughts 
that filled their minds were good thoughts 
—victorious, happy, thankful ones! 





All Things Are Possible 
From page 8 


be getting some pretty clothes for your wed- 
ding next August.” 

“Speaking of weddings, has anyone heard 
from Bea since she left?” 

Bea had quit school in the middle of the 
term to go home and get married, and since 
her departure she had been the subject of 
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conversation at many of the chit-chats in 
the girls’ rooms. 

“I'm tired of discussing Bea,’ someone 
said. “I think she did a very foolish thing, 
and someday she'll be sorry, and that’s 
that.” 

“I agree with you,” Dotty spoke up. “It 
seems to me she could have waited until 
the school year was over. Someday she is 
going to wish she had a graduation diploma. 

“I can’t understand why she did it,” Dora 
Lee said. “Bob and I are anxious to get mar- 
ried too, but we're certainly not going to 
quit school so we can.” 

“Marriage is such a serious matter,” Lily 
added. “When I get married I want to be 
sure that I’m prepared for it.” 

“It frightens me sometimes to think about 
it.” Patty spoke seriously. “Marriage is for 
the rest of your life. Movie stars and people 
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Faithful Follower 
By CARRIE I. QUICK 


My first is found in “Prayer” and “Faith.” 
My next, in “Fine” and “Grand.” 

My third is found in “Did” and “Done.” 
My fourth, in “Cord” and “Strand.” 

My fifth is found in “Learn” and “Read.” 
My last, in “Work” and “Win.” 

| followed Jesus day by day, 

With eleven other men. 


WHAT'S MY NAME? 


ANSWER 
"MaIpUY : , JOMO}JO4 [NZ YZIEY,, 
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of the world enter marriage lightly, and 
they get divorces just as hastily. But I’m a 
Seventh-day Adventist, and therefore I want 
to have a marriage that lasts.” 

“And,” chimed in Lily, “people are taking 
an awful risk when they marry before they 
have had time to prepare themselves. It’s a 
lifetime responsibility.” 

Estelle had sat quietly, not contributing 
anything to the conversation. Now she 
spoke. “The thing that frightens me is that 
after I’m married I might meet someone 
else I like better.” 

All the girls stared at Estelle for a mo- 
ment, then Patty spoke. 

“My sister explained that to me this way: 
In many ways love and infatuation seem to 
be the same thing. If you are only in- 
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fatuated it is very possible that you will 
meet someone else, but if you are really 
and truly in love you will know that there 
could never be anyone else.” 

“But can that really be relied on?” Dora 
Lee asked. “I’ve known girls who really 
thought they were in love, then a year or 
so later they wondered what it could have 
been that they thought they liked about 
the fellow.” 

“That points out my argument,” Lily said, 
“that a couple should be old enough and 
should have known each other long enough 
to be really certain of their feelings.” 

“I agree,” Marge exclaimed. 

“And you can speak from experience, 
can’t you, Marge?” Patty laughed. 

“Yes,” Marge said. “I was disgusted with 
mother and dad last summer when they 
wouldn’t let me get married, and I guess I 
was quite rude when they pointed out that 
I was only seventeen and that I should fin- 
ish academy before I got married. But now 
that I’ve had almost a year to think about it, 
I'm glad they stopped me. This year in 
school has given me a brighter vision of 
what I want my life to be. And now I feel 
that I should go to college at least one 
year.” 

“And, Marge, have you noticed that after 
you decided to come back to school, some 
changes began to take place in Victor’s 
thinking too?” 

“Yes,” Marge replied, and a far-away 
look came into her eyes. “I noticed when I 
was home at Christmas that he seemed so 
different, and I was thrilled with his inter- 
est in the MV work. Now he writes about 
talking with Elder Jones about helping with 
an evangelistic effort that the pastor is hold- 
ing this summer. Do you suppose he is 
really sincere? He never talked that way 
before.” 

“Dad writes that he is sure Victor is sin- 
cere,” Patty said. 

Just then the supper bell rang. 

“Oh, no,” Eloise exclaimed. “I haven't 
finished polishing my shoes!” She had got- 
ten so interested in the conversation that 
she had forgotten her task. 

“Let me help you,” Christine said, and 
she hastily picked up the brush and began 
buffing one shoe while Eloise slipped on 
the polished one and quickly tied the 
strings. 

“I'll put the polish away,” Dora Lee of- 
fered. 














And in a moment the girls were on their 
way to the dining room. 


“Graduation.” 

Eloise spoke it out loud. She could al- 
most taste the word as it rolled over her 
tongue. It was delicious. Graduation. Grad- 
uation from academy. She was reaching her 
goal, a goal that a few years ago had seemed 
utterly impossible. 

Eloise opened her closet door and gazed 
at the graduation gown hanging there. Gin- 
gerly her fingers touched the hem of the 
sleeve. 

“And I'll wear it this evening,” she said, 
almost in a whisper. “Can it be possible? Is 
this really me?” 

Quickly her mind went back over the 
past years. It had been a struggle. She 
shuddered when she thought of those faded 
cotton dresses she had to wear, while most 
of the other girls had such pretty clothes. 
And when the memory of all those hours 
that she had spent with hard-to-learn les- 
sons flitted through her mind she mused, 
“Had I known about algebra and physics 
then, would I have been willing to at- 
tempt it?” 

Her reverie was interrupted by Chris- 
tine’s sudden entrance into the room. 

“Guess what!” Christine exclaimed. 
“Mother and Aunt Helen will be here this 
afternoon. Oh, I can hardly wait.” And she 
danced round and round the room. 

Then, without missing a step in her 
giddy whirl, she picked up a sweater and 
a pair of gloves from her bed and placed 
them in her suitcase which was sitting on a 
chair across the room. Flitting like a hum- 
ming bird here and there, she finished fill- 
ing the suitcase and snapped it shut. 

Suddenly, as if she had wings on her 
feet, she flew to the closet. “I must get my 
gown pressed,” she exclaimed. Quick as a 
fawn on dancing tiptoes, she took her grad- 
uation gown from its hanger and sped out 
the door and down to the ironing boards. 

Eloise was glad that Christine’s mother 
and aunt could come to the graduation. 
None of her own relatives would be there. 
But she knew that back at home, even if no 
one said anything about it out loud, they 
would be thinking how wonderful it was 
that she was receiving a diploma. 

Eloise thought of her younger sisters and 
brothers. Would they get to attend the 
academy too? A way had been provided for 
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LESSONS FROM THE OUT-OF-DOORS 


June 

26. Prov. 30:28 Lesson on courage 

27. Matt. 7:24 Build on Christ 
28. Jonah 2:1 You can pray anywhere 
29. Isa. 40:8 God’s word stands forever 
30. Matt. 13:45 Illustration of kingdom 
July 

1. Prov. 25:11 Value of words 

2. Ps. 19:1 God’s glory 








her to go, perhaps a way could be found 
for them also. 

But there was little time now for quiet 
thinking. She must report for work in the 
kitchen. There would be many weekend 
visitors, and they would all be hungry. 

At last the wonderful evening came. 
Eloise sat on the platform with the other 
seniors and nervously tried to decide what 
to do with her hands. Should she fold them 
in her lap or place them on the sides of her 
chair? No, that wouldn’t do at all. Better to 
fold them in her lap. And best to forget 
about her hands and listen to the speaker. 

Now Mr. Nepper was giving out the 
diplomas. Eloise stood with trembling legs 
and walked to the table when her name 
was called. And when Mr. Nepper handed 
her the diploma and spoke softly to her, 
“God bless you, Eloise. You have surely 
earned this,” tears welled up in her eyes. 
“But I couldn’t have done it without the 
help of so many wonderful people,” she 
thought—“Uncle Dave, Mr. Nepper, all my 
teachers, and my schoolmates.” 

Then there were congratulations and 
good-bys, for many of the students were go- 
ing home that night. Only a few would re- 
main at the school till the following morn- 
ing. Some of her friends would be taking 
summer jobs, some would be going on to 
college, and a few would be getting mar- 
ried. Eloise knew that she would never see 
some of them again. 

But at last all the good-bys were said, 
and those spending the night at the school 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the third quarter: “The Path of Obedience" 


I—God's Law of Love Revealed 


at Sinai 


(July 2) 


INTRODUCTORY Note: As we study God’s 


ten commandments 


this quarter, let us look at 


them through eyes of love. They are a hedge put around us, not to keep us from joy and hap- 


piness, but to 
and the path o 


Memory VERSE: “If ye will obey my voice 
indeed, and keep my covenant, then ye shall be 
a peculiar treasure unto me above all people” 
(Exodus 19:5). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read how the children of Israel were told to 
get ready for the giving of the law, in Exodus 
19:7-14. Read the memory verse three or four 
times. Who spoke these words, and on what 
occasion? Go over the memory verse each day. 


SUNDAY 
The Journey to Sinai 


Open your Bible to Exodus 19. 


The children of Israel had not been on their 
journey many weeks before God called a halt 
for a while. 

They had seen amazing happenings in those 
weeks since they had left their slavery in Egypt. 
They had seen the waters of the great Red Sea 
roll back to let them pass over on foot. Then 
they had seen those same waters descend on 
the Egyptian armies that had dared to try to 
pursue them. 

Each day they had had the guidance and 
protection of a pillar of cloud, and each night 
of a pillar of fire. 
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rotect us from evil, from sorrow and remorse. They are given by a God of love, 
obedience is the path of love that leads to happiness and eternal life. 


Their needs had been taken care of, as water 
gushed forth miraculously from a rock and bit- 
ter waters were made sweet, as manna fell si- 
lently by night for them to gather and cook 
and eat each day. 

Their way had led them across deserts and 
through rocky mountain passes, and now the 
pillar of cloud that told them when to stop and 
when to go had halted before Mount Sinai, and 
they knew this was where they were to make 
camp. Read about it in verses 1 and 2. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 301, par. 

THINK how many wonderful things happened 
to assure the children of Israel that God was 
guiding them. 

Pray to keep in your mind all the ways in 
which God has guided, protected, and cared 
for you. 

MONDAY 


The Mount of Splendor 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 40. 

There on the plain with the towering height 
of Sinai before them, the children of Israel made 
their camp. For nearly a year they were to 
live there. 

They were safe now from the greedy, oppres- 














sing Egyptians. For a while they were to rest 
and to be given an understanding of God’s char- 
acter and how they could serve Him. Years of 
hard toil and of contact with the heathen peoples 
of Egypt had dimmed their understanding. There 
was much for them to learn. 

From the beginning of the 
spoken His commandments to men. People of 
the world before the Flood broke God’s com- 
mandments, “the wickedness of man was great” 
(Gen. 6:5). Abraham kept God’s law (Gen. 26:5). 
Now God planned to give His commandments 
in written form to His chosen people out there 
on the plain before Sinai. They were to learn 
of God through the book of nature, as well as 
through the spoken and the written word. 

“On every hand, vast, rugged heights seemed 
in their solitary grandeur to speak of eternal 
endurance and majesty.”—Patriarchs and Proph- 
ets, p. 302 

As we look upon the mountains we are awed 
by the thought that God not only set them 
there but He knows every inch of them and 
even knows what they weigh. Read verse 12. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 302 

THINK! Do you let nature speak to you of 
God’s power and care? 

Pray to have eyes, ears, and thoughts open 
to God’s second book—nature. 


world God had 


TUESDAY 
Moses Called Up to the Mountain 


Open your Bible to Exodus 19. 

Not long after the children of Israel had 
settled down in the camp, a message from 
heaven told Moses to go up on Mount Sinai to 
meet alone with God for a special purpose. By 
himself the great leader climbed the steep ascent. 

There on the lofty height of Sinai, Moses was 
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Moses told the Jews they would be happier if they 
kept the commandments, but they didn’t believe him. 


YY 


given a message to take to the people below. 
Read what God said of His love and care to 
them, in verse 4. 

Often, as they had gone through the mountains 
they had witnessed the sight of parent eagles 
bearing their young on their strong wings. 
God had cared for them just as tenderly as an 
eagle cares for its young. 

Then Moses was bidden to tell the children 
of Israel that they were to be taken into a 
special relationship with God; that they were 
to be a special people governed by Him. Read 
verses 5 and 6, and find the condition upon which 
this promise was based. Obedience without love 
is slavery. But with love, obedience is a pleasure. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 303, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK! Have you entered into a covenant with 
God to serve and love Him and accept His care 
and love? 


Pray to be willing to be a child of God. 
WEDNESDAY 
The Sanctifying of the People 


Open your Bible to Exodus 19. 


Down the rocky mountain Moses went, down 
to the plain where the people were expectantly 
waiting. Calling the leading men together, he 
gave them the Lord’s message. They were ready 
to respond. Find what they said in verse 8, 
first part, 

Moses took their words of agreement to the 
Lord, and God gave another message of great 
importance to Moses for the children of Israel. 
Read verse 9 and see what it was. 

It was His purpose to give Moses the com- 
mandments in written form so that the people 
would better understand their God and His 
care for them. 

It was to be a very solemn occasion, and the 
mountain, at the base of which they were en- 
camped, would be a sacred mountain, made so 
by the presence of the Lord Himself. Though 
the people themselves would not see the Lord, 
they would have to act in a reverent manner, 
as though attending a most solemn service. Read 
the instructions they were given for this in 
verses 10-13. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 303, pars. 3, 4. 

THINK how every occasion when we hear God’s 
law should be marked with solemnity and rev- 
erence. 

Pray to show true reverence. 


THURSDAY 
The Lord Descends on Sinai 
Open your Bible to Exodus 19. 


On the morning of the third day something 
happened to Mount Sinai—something that sent 
a wave of awe over the children of Israel. Find 
in verses 16 and 18 what it was. 

This was a signal for Moses to lead the people 
to the foot of the sacred mountain. They could 
not touch the mountain itself, but gathered at 
its foot and remained attentive and silent as they 
watched the fire and smoke that were a sign of 
God’s presence. 

There was a period of silence after the thun- 
derings and the sound of the trumpet, and God’s 
voice was heard coming out of the darkness call- 
ing Moses to come up to the top of the mountain. 
Here the Lord gave him further warnings for the 
people not to set foot on the mountain. Read 
what he was to tell them, in verses 21 and 22. 

Only Moses and Aaron were to ascend the 
mountain for the solemn occasion (verse 24). 
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Moses described the occasion of the giving of 
the law in these words: “The Lord came from 
Sinai, and rose up from Seir unto them; he 
shined forth from mount Paran, and he came 
with ten thousands of saints: from his right hand 
went a fiery law for them. Yea, he loved the 
people; all his saints are in thy hand: and they 
sat down at thy feet” (Deut. 33:2, 3). 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 304. 


THINK what careful preparations were made 
for the solemn occasion of the giving of the law 
to Israel on Mount Sinai. 

Pray to be careful to prepare for every Sab- 
bath and for every sacred service you attend. 


FRIDAY 
Finp Sinai on a Bible map. 
WHAT DO YOU REMEMBER ABOUT 
. A reference to “eagles’ wings’’? 
. A kingdom of priests? 
Washing clothes? 
Thunder, smoke, fire? 
. The sound of a trumpet? 
Setting boundaries? 
. The silent gathering of millions of people? 
For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 2, pp. 121-138. 
Review the memory verse. 
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All Things Are Possible 
From page 19 


had returned to the dormitory. All was 
quiet and dark except for the dim lights in 
the hallways. Eloise rolled and tossed on her 
bed, too tense and excited to sleep. Finally, 
arising quietly so as not to awaken the oth- 
ers, she put on her robe and slippers and 
tiptoed out to a window overlooking the 
campus. 

The moon was shining brightly on a 
peaceful spot in the world, and as Eloise 
gazed out across the little town, over to the 
other buildings on the campus, and down 
to the dairy barn, she thought, “A little bit 
of heaven; that’s what it is. I hate to leave 
it. What lies ahead for me? Will I be able 
to go to college? What plan does God have 
for my life? Right now I can’t see beyond 
going back home for the summer. After 
that, what?” 


She curled herself up on the window 
sill and remembered what Uncle Dave had 
said that long-ago day. “You give up too 
soon, Eloise. Don’t you know that ‘all things 
are possible to him that believeth’?” Eloise 
could hear him speaking almost as plainly 
as if he were beside her. 

Reverently she thought, “Uncle Dave, I 
have more faith now. I have seen what 
God can do. And although it looks impos- 
sible now for me to go to college, I know 
that if it is God’s will that I should go, He 
will provide a way. I know now that all 
things are possible.” 


Twenty years have gone by since Eloise 
sat curled up on the window sill musing 
about her future. They have been years 
filled with ups and downs—some _ happi- 
ness, some disappointment, some times of 
prosperity, and some times of want, years in 
which many things have been learned, and 
some things unlearned. But through it all 
she has seen how God can work for us if 
we let Him. 

Yes, Eloise did go to college (God pro- 
vided a way), and one day she was again 
sitting on a platform and listening to a 
commencement speaker. But this time she 
received a college diploma. Another big 
and important milestone had been passed. 

Eloise married, and she is the mother of 
two fine boys. She is now a teacher. 

Faces in the schoolroom change from 
year to year. But the basic things in school 
life—learning to share with others, learn- 
ing to be dependable, learning to think, 
learning to cooperate, learning to work 
with effort and determination—these things 
will always continue as long as schools re- 
main. And through them, God will still 
make all things possible to the students that 
believe. 

(The end) 
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in beautiful natural-color film- 
strips, real life stories from God's 
Holy Word. 


and how 


This modern medium of CHILD EVANGE- 
LISM is an excellent added help in creating 
and holding interest in Story Hours, Cottage 
Meetings, Junior MV Meetings, Branch Sabbath 
Schools, and Vacation Bible Schools. 


This course comes in four complete series of 
13 lessons. Combination of filmstrips and tape 
narrations of any one series (13 filmstrips and 
7 double tapes) $59.50. Printed syllabus fur- 


nished free. 
$59.50 
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Elder Dave Olson as he narrates thrilling 
stories of adventure and promise. 

The King’s Heralds quartet as they sing 
beautiful gospel songs at the beginning 
and close of each lesson. 


of lists of titles 
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Book & Bible House 


Washington 12, D.C. 
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BIBLE GAMES for Sabbath Afternoon 


A Promise in Pictures 
By LEONARD MITCHELL 
























































4. 


ge 


) 
} 

















The pictures make words. Spell out each picture. Cross out any letters that are crossed out in the box, 
and add the letters that are not crossed out. Write the finished word on the line under the picture. The 
first box shows “B” plus the picture of a ring, which spells “bring.”” Write “Bring” under the picture. You 
may look up Malachi 3:10 for some help, if you like. For the correct solution, see the bottom of the page. 








The Lord Is My Shepherd 
By VIOLET M. ROBERTS 


Directions: Put the missing words in the proper 


spaces in the squares of the accompanying diagram. 
“The Lord is my (3 across); | shall not want. He 
maketh me to (1 down) down in (2 down) pastures: 
he leadeth me beside the (3 down) waters. He re- 
storeth my soul: he leadeth me in the (4 down) 
of righteousness for his name’s sake. Yea, though | 
walk through the valley of the shadow of (5 across), 
1 will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy (8 
across) and thy staff they comfort me. Thou prepar- 
est a (7 across) before me in the presence of mine 
enemies: thou anointest my (6 down) with oil; my 
cup runneth over. Surely goodness and mercy shall 
follow me all the days of my (1 across): and | will 
dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.” 
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